OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

which reminds me of that of Bouffe in Pauvre
Jacques. I pass my nights generally in scrawling.
When I raise my nose, it is to see through the sky-
light of my cell the moon which shines in the midst
of the rain on the orange trees, and I think no more
of it than she."

Again, a few days later :

"The climate is delicious. At the time I am
writing, Maurice is gardening in his shirt-sleeves,
and Solange, seated under an orange tree loaded
with fruit, studies her lesson with a grave air.
We have bushes covered with roses, and spring is
coming in ! Our winter lasted six weeks, not cold,
but rainy to a degree to frighten us. It is a
deluge! "

Still again, a month later, the Pleyel piano
having now arrived :

" You see me at my Carthusian monastery, still
sedentary, and occupied during the day with my
children, at night with my work. In the midst of
all this the warbling of Chopin, who goes his usual
pretty way, and whom the walls of the cell are much
astonished to hear."

On the whole, this Majorca experience, whatever
Its drawbacks, had many poetic compensations, and
one may well echo the sentiment of Chopin's
biographer, Niecks, when he says : " I like to
picture to myself the vaulted cell, in which PleyePs
piano sounded so magnificently, illumined by a
lamp, the rich traceries of the Gothic chair
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